IN THE SHADOW OF THE FACTORIES

violet material, sew with meticulous care the canvas
which will be the sole bulwark between the pilots
and a crash. Needle in hand, they work perched
over the machine, their blonde or red heads bent
towards the giant wing. Six months ago many of
them were in the elegant workrooms of the West
End. Now they are the staff of the great tailoress
that is clothing the bombers of the Empire. They
leaven their zeal with grace, for the violet overalls
are very fetching, and now and then there is a flash
of slim, silk-sheathed legs below the wide, masculine
trousers. There is an arresting contrast between
these machines of death, with their bomb racks, their
cannon and machine guns, and the tranquil applica-
tion of these sewers for eagles.

In the last hangar the great birds were assembled
for a final examination. As soon as one of them
receives its papers an entire wall is lifted to give it
egress to the taking-off field and the open air. On
the wall a vast map showed the bomber's range of
action. To-day the circle that the compasses have
traced is the only insuperable frontier.
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